FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
Ignoring the orders of his Prince, the "Prime Minister"
came and offered us his finest camel. He declared that the
animal had not yet been at work that year and was fit to take
us to Kashgar if necessary. (Was it possible that even already
they knew what we were up to?) As a Mongol never haggles
and as the Pearl of the Tsaidam—that was the name we gave
him later—was nice and plump, we paid the seventy dollars
the "Prime Minister" asked. Then and there Peter, anxious to
get on and fearing that we might be suspect, decided to buy
the best three often camels that Yanduk, the handsome half-
caste, was offering us to choose from. They did not limp.
Two had good teeth. The "Old 3Un" had not. We might
have to feed it from the nosebag. The beasts had already
crossed the Tsaidam once that year, but Boro said their feet
would be the better hardened for that.
Our Cossack friend now set about the preparations for
our departure. He looked about for pack-saddles, bought
barley, onions, bricks of tea (twice as dear as at Tangar),
daliembu and white flour. We still had supplies of rice,
sugar and jam as well as of the usual spices. Instead of
butter we were taking some delicious sheep's-tail fat pre-
served in the stomach of the tail's owner. . . . The laying
in of provisions took time, for the tents were very scattered.
Peter, at a loss for something to occupy his mind, sighed the
sigh of an exile deprived of his Times, and resignedly asked
me for his History of England—Macaulay's. I kept my boxes
of matches packed between the little volumes.
Just then, incidentally, I was full of admiration for Peter.
At over four hundred yards and with his small rifle he had
shot an antelope. It came most opportunely for my larder.
We were staying in the larger yurt, the Smigs's yurt.
This was the place they recalled when, at Peking, they
spoke of "home," Now it was we who were there, and our
fondest dreams seemed to be coming true. But they, where
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